
of Richard the third. 

Oh Gentlemen fce,fce dead Henries woundes. 

Open their congeald mouths, and bleed afrelh. 
B’ufli,blufh 3 rhou lumpe of foule deformirie, 

For us thy prcfcncc that exhales this blood, 

From colde and emptic veines where no bloud dwells. 
Thy deed inhumane and vnnaturall , 

Prouokes this delugemoft vnnaturall. 

Oh God which this bloud madeft,rcuenge his death: 

Oh earth which this bloud drinkft,reuenge his death : 
Either heauen with lightning ftrike the mui thcrer dead* 
Or earth 2 £pe open wide, and eate him quicke* 

A s thou doeft fwallo w vp this good Kings bloud# 

Which his hell-gouernd armc hath butchered# 

Glo * Ladicyou know no rules orchafitic, 

Wliich renders good for bad,blcffings for curfes, 

Lady. Villaine thou knoweft no law of God nor man: 
No beaft fo fierce, but kno wes fonie touch of pittie. 

Glo ♦ But 1 know none, and therefore am no heart * 
Lady. Oh vvonderfull when Diuels tell the truth* 
gb. More wonderfull when Angels are fo angry* 
Vouchafc diuine pcrfc&ion of a woman, 

Of thefe fuopofed euils to giuc me lcaue# 

By circumftance but to acquitc my felfe* 

La. Voechfafc defufed mfe&ion of a man. 

For thefe knowne euils but to giue me leaue, 

By circumftance tocurfe thy curled felfe. 

Glo . Fairer then tongue can name thec,let me haue 
Some patient leifur e to excufe my felfe* 

La. Fouler then heart can think? thee, thou canftnukf 
No excufc currant, but to hang thy felfe. 

Glo. By fuch defpaire 1 fhould accufe my felfe* 

La, And by diipairingflhouldft thou rtand cxctlfde, 

For doing wort hie vengeance on thy felfe, 

Which didft vnworthie flaughter vpon others* 

Glo . Say that I flue them not? 

La. Why then they arc not dead. 

But dead they are, and diuclifhflaue by thcc, 

Glo, I did not kill your husband. 
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More dircfull hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes vs wretched by the death of thee? 

Then 1 can wifh to adders,fpidcrs,toadcs. 

Or any creeping venomde thing that hues, 

If euer he hauc child, abortiue be it. 

Prodigious and vntimely brought to light: 

Whofc vgly and vnnaturall afpeft, 

May fright the hopefiill mother at the view. 

If cuer he haue wife, let her be made 
As miferable by the death ofjiim* 

As I am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Chci tfey with your holy loade, 

T aken it ora Paulcs to be interred there: 

And ftill as you are wearie of the waight, 

Reft you whiles I lament King Henries corfe. 

Enter Glofter. 

Glo. Stay you that bcarc the corfe and fet it downe. 

La. What blacke magician coniures vp this fiend, 

To ftopdeuoted charitable deedcs? 

Glo . Vxllaine fet downe the corfe, or by S.Paule, 
lie make a corfe ofhim that difobeyes. 

Gent. My Lordjftand backe and let the coffin paffe* 

Glo. Vnmanerd dog,ftand thou when I command, 
Aduance thy Halbert higher then my breft, 

Or by Saint Paule lie ftrike thee to ray footc. 

And fpurne vpon thee begger for thy boldneffe. 

La. What do ybu tremble, are you all afraid? 

Alas, I blame you not, for you arc mortall. 

And mortall eyes cannot endure the diuell* 

Auaunt thou dreadfull minifter of hell, 

Thou had ft but power oucr his mortall body. 

His foule thou canft not haue, therefore be gone# 

Glo. Sweete Saint, for Charity be no tfo cur ft. 

La. Foule diuell, for Gods fake hence 5c trouble VS nofp 
For thou haft made the happy earth thy hell: 

Fild it witbeurfing cries, and deepe exclaimcs# 

If thou delight to view thy hainous dccdcSj 


Behold this patterne of thy butcheries, 



